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after her with wistful eyes. The sweet planet of Venus is full
of lovers. Cunizza, the sister of Ezzelin, the lady of Sordello's
heart, is there, and Folco, the passionate singer of Provence,
who in sorrow for Alazais forsook the world, and the Canaanitish
harlot whose soul was the first that Christ redeemed. Joachim
of Flora stands in the sun, and, in the sun, Aquinas
recounts the story of St. Francis and Bonaventure the story of
St. Dominic. Through the burning rubies of Mars, Cacciaguida
approaches. He tells us of the arrow that is shot from the bow
of exile, and how salt tastes the bread of another, and how steep
are the stairs in the house of a stranger. In Saturn the soul sings
not, and even she who guides us dare not smile. On a ladder of
gold the flames rise and fall. At last, we see the pageant of the
Mystical Rose. Beatrice fixes her eyes upon the face of God,
to turn them not again. The beatific vision is granted to us;
we know the Love that moves the sun and all the stars.

Yes, we can put the earth back six hundred courses and make
ourselves one with the great Florentine, kneel at the same altar
with him, and share his rapture and his scorn. And if we grow
tired of an antique time, and desire to realize our own age in
all Its weariness and sin, are there not books that can make
us live more in one single hour than life can make us live in a
score of shameful years ? Close to your hand lies a little volume,
bound in some Nile-green skin that has been powdered with
gilded nenuphars and smoothed with hard ivory. It is the
book that Gautier loved, it is Baudelaire's masterpiece. Open
it at that sad madrigal that begins

Que m'importe que tu sois sage?
Sois belle! et sois triste!

and you will find yourself worshipping sorrow as you have
never worshipped joy. Pass on to the poem on the man who
tortures himself, let its subtle music steal into your brain and
colour your thoughts, and you will become for a moment what
he was who wrote it; nay, not for a moment only, but for many
barren moonlit nights and sunless sterile days will a despair
that is not your own make its dwelling within you, and the
misery of another gnaw your heart away. Read the whole
book, suffer it to tell even one of its secrets to your soul, and
your soul will grow eager to know more, and will feed upon
poisonous honey, and seek to repent of strange crimes of which
it is guiltless, and to make atonement for terrible pleasures
that it has never known. And then, when you are tired of
these flowers of evil, turn to the flowers that grow in the garden